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THE SECRET OF SUCCESS.

Not faness morely, o the rush

Of feollng, gulides the pen or brash,
An tint by b, and lipe by Hoe,

T'he yorses grow. wio colors shine!
We find with those the erowning dre,
Whose magio can alone impart

To genlus wll s highest goalns—
The faenity of taking pins.

Lo, tor the joy of soirs to be,

Pestined for imeamortality.

We hall the statue's narble grace,

'l lavellness of farm nmd favo.

Nor dream what hours theseudjror wrought
With tireless hand and ansiouss thonght,
T fvom the otone, with strofie on stroke,
e unveliod boauty stirred wud wolal

Tho rrnt ansiolin. whose swoet strain

LAY yangud e soreise snifle again,
Threw his wholo ssul, thewnile he wrote,
Libe ol oayon-asnleing note,

Froushoee o thosnd tiowes bolore

TEE Jalssent pasie Lo pare HIEOTe;
[ap, Boldin rmeanor worll Lcorn,
Hetollod for yes yot unhorn

1oy 1earn the serrot of snecess,

1 with nothing
Foriection. wita no sy ki,
Andh tdssioge thils, dbs b

'

Vo ho s L0k

orf day

Atidl they o, I Hie's
Tor feme sl Bouor wortha'rway
Who it aohiove, for stieh high gnins

Phe stronuons nrt ol t
I A

| 4 ]I is.
wood, In Quiver

A VACATION MORNING.

Aunt Hetty and the College Girl
Just Homa from School.

Out under the rosc-arbor in  the
plegsant front vard of the parsonuge,
Lttty Dexter, the minister's only
danehter, and her roommate st eol
Logro, pretty Hose Howston, in their
fresh sumumer gowns are chatting mer-
rily with Mumma Dexter whils they re-
Heved a great dish of strawberries ol
r sboims.

Betty, o colleme senfor now, wis
seareely a bemuty, thonrzh her hand-
sone, smiling beown eyes made one
forzet any little irregolarvily of fon-
tarve.  And thongh everyone in colleze,
at least in the upper elasses, knew that
shie was only aominister's danshtae,
el thongh any il with half an eye
could trace the transmizration proz-
ress in her hats and dress, and knew
that she could never give o really
hapdsome spreacl, yet no girl within
Pie college gotes wns so populir us
Lottty Dexter. Noogirl hal so many
invitations for vasiation, 8o many en-
aroments to walle, drive, row and
fro into the eity: but nearly all of her
vacutions were spent at home with the
ever=bitsy  mother amd  the delicate
futhoer. who mwle many self-deninls
in orler to mect the slendoer collerre
Lillse  With her this summer, by spe-
cinl réquest of the mother, had come
lier roome-mate, little Rose Houston,
vie orphoa heiress firom New Orleans,
whodovel Be ity bettor thaa she loved
olse in the wilde world,

“Ours isa ting dot of o home™ saiil
Betty, “and mother a0 1 1 domost of
tie worke tozether: bot you will have
a ro.ul weleome, dear” Aml Rose,
baineg a pe vine: though oovery desual-

daryon

toiy sort ol girl, by reason of her long
yenrs of orphanage and yonrrs of treav-
elba s abont with a manl auwl here #ane

lian, had been more then glad to
come.

On the Tittle table in the rose arbor,
besldes Mra Dexter's working basket,
was o volume of e Vision of Sir
Laantal,” whioh the ladies had been
rewding in tnrn.

“Pheve is soelh o musicial swing to

those Lt verses,” said Rose, “'that one

is foawvead to remember thems

Yo gives Dlmself with bis nlms  fecd:
Lo

[ izoedl his hangorine nolghboringand moe." " |

St really,” sadd Betty, it is only
the purest selfishness to be kind and
generons to others, for the reward is
cot"!

“Aul here comes over the hill a re
ward for twa bosy young honsekeop
ers, I suspeet,” sold Mrs, Dexter, ns
the sound of o wally-horn from the
conelyof o neighbovinge mountain re-
sort was heonrd rolline in peenliar ea-
denee among the cchoes. It is a
charming day for n conching party.”

A neaver sound, howeyer, attracted
their sttention before the cosch conld
repeh the ate—u sonntl of the gnera-
lots, Wigh, crncked voice af an okd
wotnan in gown ind bounet that may
have been bravely fasliionable fifty
11 (o,

Saglad to findiyon at home, Betty,
und vour mu, too,  Walled all the way
fromn Chatham Mills on purpose to see
yenn | bear all about the college. 1
Lgin't seen ve in o long time, and 1
have bren lonring for a sight of yonr
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sweel fnee’

They save here cordinl greeting, this
old Anit Hetty from Blake's Corners,
el Borty kissed, with genuine affoe-
tiow vhe swithered face. onee outwanl-
Iy benntiful and now shining with in
watdd proodness, which action Rose no-
tieed withhn Lit of j':llnll. Vi for Rose
v.\‘«u‘lwll her friends to be very ln_\'lll
viv her, aud loyalvy, from her stand:
puint; meant caring much for her and
e for othera, It i part of her
eduation and pechaps no one could
blpn s her Indosd, one ranson why she
ha i 560

Ll geseptad the invitation
to the puarsonnge had been that she
all to herself. At
college same one wos always secking
hers but lere she thoueht ivwounlid be
otherwiw, Yesterday, however, there
Il baen o -",I'h}-:_\"ri':llml cliuss to en-
teetain, god here was the old lady.
hing party would take them
bothaway, no doubt, snd certuinly ot
Mrs, Dexter's apre, she, nud not the
dangiiter, woull be the proper one to
entertain Aunt Hetty, So Rose settled
the affwir in her own mind.

Lt was o gay company on the great
coach, with o littie grir of o bugler
and bwenty vouns people on top, while
the chaperons were snugly bestowed
inside. If yon doubt whetherso muny
could find spueoon & mountain tally.
ho, just present the problem and the
cozeh to a party of that size, ona fine
summer mornineT, and they will speed-
ily prove the troth of my statement.

Two smiling young mon, in susumer
flannels, and checks redidened by
the brisk dreive, were on the gronnd
betore the cooch had time to stop, and
were muliing their salntations to the |
ladies nnd their request to Mrs. Dex- |
Py T y o f | !

wisghed ty bave Ros

I'hie cone

for a day's outing: party well ehap-
eroned, horses and driver absolutely
vellable, Could the Young ladies join
them? And a chorus of girlish voiees
udded their entreaties, while the boy-
bugler blew a delieately suggestive
little songlet out into the air by way
of luttering invitation,

Aunt Hedty's old eyes filled with
tears of disappointment, bt she brave-
ly winked them baek before anyone
comld see them—so she thoneht.

“Got up ut five o'elock, did all the
worl, tramped over to Zeoe Lueas™ to

| enteh aride on his mille-cart, and then

willged theee miles more from  the
mills in the hot sun, and all for noth-
ine she was thinking,  “*DBut, «dear
me! Iwasa pretty giel onee myself,
uid had my good times, tons So it
ehaneed that what she said, in all sin-
coerity amnd earnestness, was alinost
convineing, Do go right along, Bet-
ty. 1 shull be over arain in a few
diys, mebbe, and this will grive me a
"nice chanee to visit with yvour mo'
And by avoiding Betty's eve the old
lndy considerad that she hoad muade o
very nent thing of her havd task.

Rose turne L eagerly to Mrs. Dexter
and waited; but Betty took the old,
withered hands that were mnervously
elasping and noclasping in exeitement,
un o without a shadow of regret on lips
or in her heart, said;

“l am so much obiiged to you, Tom.
but 1 have other pleasores on hand for
to-day. But Miss Houston will go. |
think. You have never seen Bagle
CHtY, denr,” she continned, turning to
her friend, "and it is glorious up there

| in the darkness of the pines.™

But the sunoy face of the heiress
was elonded with disappointment} and
to liide that look from Aant letty's
sharp eves, Betty drew her friend
guictly away to the house to prepare
for thodrive.

“Tain’t po matter ghont me ot nll,”
suid Auat Hetty,  “Detty won't stay
b honyy on my acconnt, will she?"
nslod the wavering old volee.

*She said thut she hatl some pleasant
plans for tosday.” answoerad the moth-
er, with a loving glanee down the
walle where her danghter was waving
her hand to the departiog conchers,

You may thionk the girl was practic-
ing self-denisl; but her mother de-
tocted no trace of resret or disnppoints
ment in'the dear face, and Annt ety
lindone of the happiest days in her
whols life—a doy remembered with
decpest geatitude to the last of her
soun-closing life.

Looliing over photographs is a ¢om-
monplace amusement to most of us;
bt when one's eyves have seen just
about the same sights year after year,
for over fifly years, nubil the worll
seems made up of little brown farm-
Moilse

s barns and sheds, and the
Ieoand store onee o weels, then o
rhimapie of hundsome buildings, broad
I us diversilied with pieturesque cot-
Lacres and groups of protiy gmirls seat-
tered nbout ander the trees, of avl

chi

| treasurcs gleaming in morble white-

ey, of smooth waters coverad with
wnelng boats rowed by girllsh ones
e of stuly parlors decorated awl
aphianel fn the Tnal gesd Aedoss




